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*fbe Tragedie of Hamlec 

Will not perufe the foiles, fo that with cafe, 

Or with a little fhuffling, you may choofe '» 

A Sword vnbated,and in apace of praftife* 

Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will doo’c,. 

And for the purpofcj He annoint my Sword,, 

I bought an Vnftionofa Mountcbanke 
So mortall, that bdt dip a Knife in it, 

Where it drawcs bloud, no Cataplafme fo rare 

Colleftcd from all fimples that haue vertue 

Vnder theMoone.can &ue the thing from death 

That is but fcratcht with all, lie touch my point 

With this contagion, that if I gall him flightly, itmay be death. 

King* Lets further thinke of this. 

Weigh what conudance" both of time and meanes 
May 6c vs to our (hape if this fhould faile, 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance^ 

Twere better not affayd. Therefore this proieft, 

Should haue a backe or fecond that might hold 
If this did blaft in proofe; foft let me fee, 

Wee’le make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

I hau’t, when in your motion you are hot and drie, ■, 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he cals for drinke, lie haue pteferd him 
A Challice for thoonce, whereon but fipping, 

If he by chanceefcape your venom’d ftuck, 

Our purpofc may hold there; but Hay, what noife ? 

Enter Oueen e. 

Quee. One woe doth tread vpon anotV.ers hcclej. 

So fall they follow; your fitters drownd Laertes. 

A^er.Drown'djO where ? 

^»ec.Therc is aWillow growes afeaunt theBrook,’ 

That fhowes his hoarie leaues in the glafiie'ftreamej 
There with fantaftick garlands did flic make 
Of Crow-flowres, Nettles, Dafi'es, and long Purples 
That liberallShephcrds giue agroffer name. 

But our culcold maids do dead mens fingers cal them. 

There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds 
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"Prince 0/ Denmark©. 

Clambring to hang, an enuieus fluer broke 
When downe her weedy trophses and her felfe, 

Fell in the weeping Brooke, her clothes fpred wide. 

And Mermaid-like a while they bore her vp, 

VVhich time fhe chanted fnatebes of old lauds. 

As one incapable of her owne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature natiuc and indewed 
Vntothat element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments beauy with their drink, 

Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 

To muddy death. 

Eaer. Aiaffe then is (he drown’d. 

Quee. Drown’d, drown'd; 

Lar.Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia, 

And therefore I forbid my teares ; but yet 
It is our trick, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let ftiamc fay what it will, when thefe are gone. 

The woman will be our. Adiew my Lord, 

Ihaue a fpecch a fire that faine would blafe. 

But that rhis folly drownes it Exit, 

King. Let’s follow Gertrard, 

How much I had to do to calme his rage, 

Now fcare I this will giue it ftart againe. 

Therefore lets follow. Exeunt. 

Enter two Clown es, 

C/ww.Isfheto be buried in Chriftian burial, when fhe wilfully 
feeks her owne faluation C 

OfAe. I tell thee fhe is , therefore make her graue fir a ight, the 
Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chriftian burial!. 

Clow. How can that be,vnlcflc fhe drown’d her felfe in her own 
defence. 

Otb.Why tis found foi 

. Clow. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be elfe, for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly, it argues an aft* and an aft 
hath three branches , it is to aft, to do, to performe, or all ; fhe 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

£W>.Nay,buthere you good man deluer. 

Clow. Giue me leaue, here lies the water, good, here Hands the . 
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